/ 


„ - mn. wow; 


B O 
4 O R; 

Hub Life above Stairs. 

. 
M KE 9 * 
„60er 


AS IT IS PERFORMED AT THE 


Ar ANR ROYAL, 


IN 


ELVY EY << A 


£9 N D © N: 


Printed for T. BzcxzT, the Corner of the Adelphi, 
in the Strand. 1775. | 
[PRICE ONE+-SHILLINUG.] 


5. L 


A 1 | 
NT 0 MM 


* 
5 1 
1 
1 4 ' 
* | 
* ; l 
: : 
\ 
1 
| [ 
1 
U 
| : 


av 


7 
o - 
* 
% 
* 
* 
—— — 


— 


o 
* 
__ 
* 
* 
- = 
* 
—— — 


— 


\\ 


| HIS little Drama, which had 


been thrown aſide for many years, was 


brought out laſt ſeaſon, with ſome altera- 
tions, for the benefit of Mr. Kinc, as a 


token of regard for one, who, during 
a long en gagement, was never known, 
unleſs confined by real illneſs, to diſappoint 
the Public, or diſtreſs the Managers—The 
Author is ſincerely apprehenſive that the 
excellence of the performance upon the 
ſtage, will greatly leſſen its credit with the 


readers in the cloſet. 
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PROLOGUE, 
Written by GEORGE COLMAN. 
Spoken by Mr. KING. 

FisHION in ev'ry thing bears ſou reign ſway, 

{rd words and periwigs have both their day : 

Fach have their purlieus too, are modifh each 

In flated diflrifts, wigs as well as ſpeech. 

The Tyburn ſcratch, thick club, and Temple tye, 

The parſon's feather-tap, frizz'd broad and high l 

The coachman'”s cauliflower, built tiers on tiers / 

Differ not more from bags and brigadiers, 

Than great St. George's, or St. Fames's ſliles, 

From the broad dialed? of Broad St. Giles. | 
IWhat is Bon Ton ?—0h, damme, cries a buck— 

Half drunk—aſe me, my dear, and you're in luck ! 

Bon Ton's to ſwear, break windows, beat the watch, 

Pick up a wench, drink healths, and roar à catch. 

Lap it up, keep it up] damme, take your fwing / | 
bon Ton is Life, my boy; Bon Ton's the thing! "4 
Ab! T Ives life, and all the joys it yields — ll 

Madam Fuffock, warm from Spital- fields. 

bone Tone's the ſpace !twixt r and Monday, 
id riding in a one- hor ſe chair o' Sunday , 

lu drinking tea on ſummer afternoons 

( Bagnigge- Wells, with China and gilt ſpoons } 

Us laying by our fluffs, red cloaks, and pattens, 
(dance Cow-tillions, all in filks and ſattins ] 
gar / cries Mi ifs. Obſerve in higher life 

te feather'd Hinſter, and thrice-feather'd wife! 

« CLus's Bon Ton. Bon Ton's @ conſtant trade 
rut, Feſtino, Ball and Maſquerade / 

ploy and Puppet-ſhews ; li ſomething new! 
1 lying thouſands ev'ry night at lu! 
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Nature it thwarts, and contradicts all reaſon ; 
Tit fiiff French ſtays, and fruit when out of ſeaſon! 
A roſe, when half a guinea is the Price; ; 
A ſet of bays, ſcarce bigger than fix mice; 
To viſit friends, you never wiſh toſee; 
Marriage *twixt thoſe, who never can agree; 
Old dowagers, dreſt, painted, patch d, and curl d; 
This it Bon Ton, and this we call the world ! 
True, ſays my Lord; and thou my only ſon, 
Whateer your faults, ne er fin againſt Bon Ton! 
Who tails for learning at a publick ſchool, 
And digs for Greek and Latin is a fool. 
French, French, my boy's the thing! jaſez | prate, chatter! 
Trim be the mode, whipt-fyllabub the matter ! 
Walk like a Frenchman ! for on Engliſh pegs 
Moves native auiwardneſs with two left legs. 
Of courtly 1 form a treacherous league; 
Seduce men's daughters, with their wives intrigue; 
In fightly ſemicircles round your nails; _ 
Keep your teeth clean—and prin, if ſmall talk fail.— 
But never laugh, whatever jeſt prevails ! 
Nothing but nonſenſe &er gave laughter birth, 
That vulgar way the vulgar ſbetu their mirth. 
Laughter's a rude convulſion, ſenſe that juſtles, 
Diſturbs the cockles, and diflorts the muſcles. 
Hearts may be black, but all ſhould wear cltan faces; 
The Graces, boy ! the Graces, Graces, Graces J] 
Such is Ben Ton! and walk this city thro, 
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In building, ſcribbling, fighting, and virti, 
And various other ſhapes, *twill riſe to view 
' . To-night our Bayes, with bold, but careleſs tints, 
Hits off a ſketch or two, like Darly's prints. 
Should connorſſeurs allow his rough draughts flrike em, 
Till be Bon Ton to ſee em and to like em 
The Lines between Crotchets are omitted at the Theat 
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Lord Minikin, Mr. Dopo, 
Sir John Trotley, Mr. Kins, 
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Mignon, | Mr. Bux rox. 
WOMEN. 
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ACT L. SCENE I. 


Enter Lady Mumm and Miſs Tirrur. 
Lady Manrxiv. 


| T is not, 'my dear, that I have the leaft regard for 
ny Lord; I had no love for him before I married him, 
nd you know, Matrimony is no breeder of affection ; 
ut it hurts my pride, that he ſhould neglect me, and 
n after other women, 

© Mi Trrrur. 
Ha, ha, ha, how can you be ſo hypocritical, Lady 
linikin, as to pretend to uneaſineſs at ſuch trifles : 
but pray have you made any new diſcoveries of my 
Lord's gallantry ? 

Lady Minixin. 

New diſcoveries! why, I ſaw him myſelf yeſterday 
wrning in a hackney coach, with a minx in a pink car- 
inal; you ſhall abſolutely burn your's, Tittup, for I 
Ml never bear to ſee one of that colour again. 
B Miſs Trrrur. 


2 25 BON TON. on, 


Viſcount Perriwinkle, and Baron Titmouſe— Ha, ha, ha 


| Miſs Trrrur. | 
Sure ſhe does not ſuſpect me (fide). And where wa 
your Ladyſhip, pray, when you ſaw him? 
| | Lady MIxIKIx. 
Taking the air with Colonel Tivy in his Vis. a-Vis. Or cel 


Miſs Trrrur. accom} 
But, my dear Lady Minikin, how can you be ſo angr 
that my Lord was hurting your pride, as you call it, in Acc 
the hackney-coach, when you had him f&- much in you you kl 
power, in the Vis-a-Vis ? noyelt 
Lady MIxIkIx. . 
What, with my Lord's friend, and my friend's love: Imp 
(takes her by the hand) O fye, Tittup ! 
g Miſs Trrrur. Wh 
Pooh, pooh, Love and Friendfhip are very fine names —p00 
to be ſure, but they are mere viſiting acquaintance ; we | 
know their names indeed, talk of em ſometimes, and let He 
'em knock at our doors, but we never let 'em in, yo 
know. (looking roguiſhly at her). | He 
Lady MiNn1Kin, | 
I vow, Tittup, you are extremely polite. He 
Miſs TIrrur. 
1 am extremely indifferent in theſe affairs, thanks t He 
my education—We muſt marry, you know, becauſe 
other people of faſhion. marry ; but I ſhould think ve: He 
meanly of myſelf, if after I was married, I ſhould feel th ; 
leaſt concern at all about my huſband. Ne 
Lady MIxIEIN. 
I hate to praiſe myſelf, and yet I may with truth aver Ar 
that no woman of quality ever had, can have, or wil 
have, ſo conſummate a contempt for her Lord, à8 I hay W 
for my moſt honourable and puiſſant Earl of Minikin 3 
= 
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Miſs Trrrur. 

But is it not ſtrange, Lady Minikin, that a his 
being your huſband, ſhould create ſuch - indifference ;' 
Vis. for certainly, in every other eye, his Lordſhip has great 
e 


nere wa 


Lady. MixIiE tx. 
Accomplifhments ! thy head is certainly turn'd ; if 
you know any of em, pray let's have em; — are a 
novelty, and will amuſe me, 


„ Miſs Trrrur. 
Imprimis, he is a man of quality, 
Lady Min1KiN, 


Which, to be ſure, includes all the cardinal virtues z 
—poor girl l- go on! 
| Mis Trrrur. 
He is a vety handſome man. 
Lady MiIxIKIN. 
the has a very bad conftitution. 
Miſs Trrrur. 
He has wit. 
Lady Miwik ix. 
He is a Lord, and 2 little goes a great way. 
2 , TirTUP, 
He has great good nature. 
, Lady Min IKIN, 
No wonder—he's a fool, | 
Miſs Trrrur. 
And then his fortune, you'll allow— 
Lady MixIkIx. mY 
Was a great one—but he games, and if fairly, he's 
undone; if not, he deſerves to be hang*d—and ſo, Exit 
my Lord Minikin—And now, let your wiſe uncle, and 
my good couſin Sir John Tratley, Baronet, enter: Where 
is he, pray ? 
B 2 Miſe 


; * 
4 BON TON; on, 


| A666 Trirrus. 
In. his own ropm, 1 ſuppoſe, reading. pamphlet and 
news- papers, againſt the enoxmities of the times; if he 


ſtays here a week longer, notwithſtanding my expecta- * 
tions from him, I ſhall certainly affront him. 
Lady Mix NIX. 5 | 
Il am a great favourite, but it is impoſſible much longer Be 
to act up to his very righteous ideas of things;—Is'n't it 5 
pleaſant to hear him abuſe every body, and every thing, 
and yet always finiſhjog with a- n "_ me, Cou- pu 
ſin ?—Ha, ha, ha! fn 
Mis Trrrur. , 
What do you think the Goth ſaid to. me yeſterday ? * 
one of the knots of his Tye hanging down his left he 
ſhoulder, and his fring'd cravat nicely twiſted down his WT 


breaft, and thruſt thro' his gold button hole, which 
look'd exactly like my little Barbet's head in his * 
collar Niece Tittup, cries, he, drawing himſelf up, J 
proteſt againſt this manner. of conducting yourſelf, both at home 
and abroad.—What are your objections, Sir Jobn, an- 
| ſwered I, a little pertly.—Vanious and manifold, replyd 
he; I have no time to enumerate particulars now,. but I will 
venture to prophecy, F you keep whirling round in the vortex 
of Pantheons, Operas, PFeflinos, Coteries, Maſquerades, and 
all the Devilades in this town, your head will be giddy, dun 
you will fall, loſe the name of Lucretia, and be call4 
nothing but Tittup ever N- oull * me, Couſin |= 
and ſo he left me. | 
Lady Minx. 


O, the barbarian 
Enter GYM. 


Vu. 
Aw ciated, from Mrs, Pewitt. 
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Lady Mix. 
Poor Pewitt If ſhe can be but ſeen at public places, 
with a woman of tg the's the e of Plebeians. 


« Mrs. W reſpects to Lady Minikin and Miſs. 
00 Tittup ; ; hopes to have the pleaſure 'of attending them, 
« to Lady Filligree's bali this evening.—Lady Daiſer 
« ſees maſks.” —We'll certainly attend her—Gymp, 
put fome meſſage cards upon my toilet, I'II ſend an an- 
ſwer immediately; and tell one of my footmen, that he 
muſt make ſome viſits for me to-day again, and fend me 
a liſt of thoſe he made yeſterday - he muſt be ſure to call 
at Lady Pettitoes, and if ſhe ſhou'd unluckily be at home, 
be muſt- fay that he « came to inquire after her ſprain's 
ancle. | 

26 „ Tit. 
Ay, ay, give our compliments to her ſprain'd ancle, 
Lady Mw. 

That woman's ſo fat, ſhe'll never get well of it, and I am 
reſoly'd not to call at her door myſelf, till I am ſure of 
not finding her at home. — I am herridly low ſpirited to- 
day, do, ſend your Colonel to. play at cheſs with me, 
lince he belong'd to you, Titty, I have taken a kind of 
liking to him; I like every thing that loves my Titty, 
(Kiſſs her. ) 

Mis Fret. 
I know you do, my dear Lady. (Kiffes her.) 
Lady Mix. 

That ſneer I don't like; if ſhe. ſuſpects, I ſhall: hate 
der: (aſide. ) Well, dear Titty, I'll go and write my cards, 
and dreſs for the maſquerade, and if that won't raiſe my 
ſpirits, you muſt aſſiſt me to plagus my Lord a little, [Ex. 


,. 
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Miſs Trrr. 

Yes, and I'll plague my Lady a little, or I am much 
miſtaken: my Lord ſhall know every tittle that has paſſed : 
what a poor, blind, half-witted, ſelf-conceied creature, 
; this dear friend and relation of mine is! and what a fine 

ſpirited gallant ſoldier my Colonel is! my Lady Mini- 
Kin likes him, he likes my fortune; my Lord likes me, 
and I like my Lord; however, not ſo much as he ima- 
gines, or to play the fool ſo raſhly as he may expect; ſhe 
muſt be very filly indeed, who can't flutter about the 
flame, without burning her wings—What a great re- 
volution in this family, in the ſpace of fifteen months! 
—we went out of England, a very aukward, regular, 
good Englith family! but half a year in France, and a 
winter paſſed in the warmer climate of Italy, have ripen'd 
our minds te every refinement of eaſe, diſſipation and 
pleaſure. | 


Enter Colonel TIvr. 
Colonel Tivy. 

May I hope, Madam, that your humble ſervant had 
ſome ſhare in your laſt reverie ? 

Mi Trrr. 

How is it Poſſible to have the leaſt know] dge of Co- 
lonel Tivy and not make him the principal object of one's 
reflections. 

Colonel T ivy. 

That man muſt have very little feeling and taſte, 
who is not proud of a place in the ant chr of the 
fineſt woman in Europe. 

Mis Trier. 
O fye, Colonel! (Courtſys and bluſbes.) 
f Col. Tivy. 
By my honour, Madam, I mean what I ſay. 


Wi 
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Miſs Trrr. 

By your honour, Colonel! why will you paſs off 
your counters to me? don't I know that you fine Gentle- 
men regard no honour but that which is given at the gam- 
ing table; and which indeed ought to be the only ho- 
nour you ſhou'd make free with. 

Colonel T ivy. 

How can you, Miſs, treat me ſo cruelly ? "TA I not 
abſolutely forſworn dice, miſtreſs, every thing ſince I 
dar'd to offer myſelf to you? 

| Miſs Trtr, 

Yes, Colonel, and when I dare to receive you, you 
may return to every thing again, and not violate the laws 
of the preſent happy matrimonial eſtabliſhment. 


Colmel Tivv. 
Give me but your _—_— Madam, and your - life to | 
come — | | 
Miſs Trrr. 1 
Do you get my conſent, Colonel, and I'll take care of 1 
my life to come. | | 
I Colonel Tiyv. 1 
How ſhall I get your conſent ? - It 
Miſs Trrr. 
By getting me in the humour. 
Colonel Tvy. 
But how to get you in the humour ? 
Miſs Trrr. 
O, there are ſeveral ways; I am very good natur'd. 
Colonel T vv. 
Are you in the humour now ? 
| Miſs T1TT, 
Try me, 
Colonel T ivy. 
How ſhall I ? 


22 


Mf Tire. 
How ſhall I !you a ſoldier, and net know the art 
military ?—how ſhall 1 fa TI tell you how ;—when you 
Have a ſubtle, tzeacherous, politic enemy to deal with, 
never ſtand ſhilly ſhally, and loſe your time in treaties 
and parlies, but cock your hat, draw your fword ;— 
march, beat drum—dub, dab, a dub—preſent, fire, 
piff-pauff—'tis done! they fly, they JUST. | 

Victoria (Running of.) 

Colonel Trey. .- 
Stay, ſtay, my dear, dear Angel !—-( Bringing her back. } 
| Mis Tre. 

No, no, no, I have no time to be kill'd now; be- 
ſides, Lady Minikin is in the vapours, and wants you at 


cheſs, and my Lord, is low ſpirited, and wants me at. 


piequet; my uncle is in an ill humour and wants me ta 
diſcard you, and go with him into the country. 

Colonel T ivy, 
ani will you, Miſs? 

Miſs T tt. 

Will I !—no, I never do as I am bid; "0 you ought 
—ſo go to my Lady. 

Colonel Trvy. - 

Nay, but Miſs. "6 

Miß Tree, 

Nay, but Colonel, if you won't obey your command- 
ing officer, you ſhall be broke, and then my maid won't 
accept of you; fo march, Colonel —look'ee, Sir, I will 
command before marriage, and do what J pleaſe after- 
wards, or I have been well educated to rt little purpoſe. 

[ Exit. 


Colbnel TlIvv. | 
What a mad devil it is !—now, if I had the leaſt af- 
&Ction for the girl, I ſhou'd be damnably vext at 
: this! 


And 
novatic 
now ar 
exerciſe 
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this but ſhe has a fine fortune, and I muſt have her if 
I can.—T al, lol, lol, &c, [ Exit ſinging. 


Enter Sir Joan TROTIEY and Davy. 


Sir JoHN, 
Hold your tongue, Davy, you talk like a fool. 
Davy. 
It is a fine place, your honour, and I cou'd live here 
for ever | 


Sir JonnN. 

More ſhame for you :—live here for ever what, 
among thieves and pick-pockets hat a revolution ſince 
my time] the more [ ſee, the more I've cauſe for Jamen- 
tation ; what a dreadful change has time brought about 
in twenty years! I ſhou'd not have known the place 
again, nor the people; all the ſigns that made ſo noble 
an appearance, are all taken down ;—not a bob or tye-wig 
to be ſeen ! all the degrees from the parade in.St. James's 
Park, to the ſtool and bruſh at the corner of every ſtreet, have 
their hair tied up—the maſon laying bricks, the baker 
with his baſket, the poſt-boy crying news-papers, and the 


doctors preſcribing phyſick, have all their hair ty'd up; 


and that's the reaſon ſo many heads are tied up every 
month, 


DAvv. 

I ſhall have my head tied up to-morrow ;—Mr. Wiſp 
will do it for me—your honour and J look like Philiſtines 
among em. 

Sir Joh. | 

And J ſhall break your head if it is tied up; J hate in- 
novation ;—all confuſion and no diſtinction !—the ſtreets 
now are as ſmooth as a turnpike-road ? no rattling and 
exerciſe in the hackney-coaches; thoſe who ride in 
em are all faſt aſleep ; and they have firings in their hands, 

* | that 


10 BON TON; ox, 
that the coachman muſt pull to waken em, wher! they are 
to be ſet down —what luxury and abomination |! 
i Davy. 
Is it ſo, your honour ? *feckins, I lik'd it hugely, 
Sir Jonn. 
But you muſt hate and deteſt London. 
DAvv. 
How can I manage that, your honour, when there is 
every thing to delight my eye, and cheriſh my heart, 
. Sir Jon. 
*Tis all deceit and deluſion. 
Davy. 
Such crowding, coaching, carting and ſqueezing, ſuch 
a power of fine ſights, fine ſhops full of fine things, 
aud then ſuch fine illuminations all of a row! and ſuch 
fine dainty ladies in the ſtreets, ſo civil and fo grace- 
leſs—they talk of country girls, theſe here look mote 
healthy and roſy by half. 


Sir Jokx. 

Sirrah, they are proſtitutes, and are civil to delude and 

deſtroy you: they are painted Jezabels, and they who 

hearken to em, like Jezabel of old will go to the dogs; 

if you dare to look at 'em, you will be tainted, and 
if you ſpeak to em you are undone, 


to. 


Davy. 

Bleſs us, bleſs us —how does your honour know alt 
this were they as bad in your time? 

Sir Joan, | 

Not by half, Davy—ln my time, there was a {ſort 

of decency in the worſt of women ;—but the harlots 

now watch like tygers for their prey; and drag you to 

their dens of infamy—ſee, Davy, how they have torn 

my neckcloth, . (Heis his neckelath) * 


8 
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Davr. 
If you had gone civilly, your honour, they wou'd 
not have hurt you. 
Sir Jonn, 
Well, we'll get away as faſt as we can. 


e 

Not this month, I hope, for I have not had half my 
belly full yet. 

Sir Jonn. 

I'll knock you down, Davy, if you grow profligate ; 
you ſhan't go out again to-night, and to-morrow keep 
in my room, and ftay till I can look over my things, 
and ſee they don't cheat you. 


Davy. 
Yqur honour then won't keep your word with me? 
EY is | (Sltily). 
Sir Jon, 
Why, what did I promiſe you ? 
Davy. 


That I ſhou'd take ſixpen'oth of one of the theatres 

to-night, and a ſhilling place at the other to-morrow, 
Sir Jonn. 7 
Well, well, ſo I did; is it a moral piece, Davy? 
Davy. 

O yes, and written by a clergyman; it is call'd the 

Rival Cannanites, or the Tragedy of Braggadocia. 
Sir Jon. 

Be a good lad, and I won't be worſe than my word; 
there's money for you (gives him ſome,) but come ſtrait 
home, for I ſhall want to go to bed: | 


Davy. 


To be ſure, your honour—as I am to go ſo ſoon, 


Il make a night of it. (aſide, and exit.) 
C 2 Sir 
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Sir Joan. 
This fellow. wou'd turn rake and maccaroni if he was tg 


ſtay here a week longer—bleſs me, what dangers are | 
in this town at every ſtep! O, that I were once ſettled 


ſafe again at Trotley place — nothing but to ſave my 


- country ſhou'd bring me back again ; my niece Lucretia, 


is ſo be-faſhioned and be-devill'd, that nothing I fear, can 
ſave her; however, to eaſe my conſcience, I muſt try; 
but what can be expected from the young women of theſe 
times, but fallow looks, wild ſchemes, ſaucy words, 
and looſe morals they lie a-bed all day, fit up all night; 


if they are ſilent, they are gaming, and if they talk, tis 


either ſcandal or infidelity; and that they may look what 


they are, their heads are all feather, and round their necks 


are twiſted , rattle-ſnake tippets—O Tempora, O Mores ! 


Lox MixlkIx diſcover'd in his powdering gown, 
with JesSAMY and Micvox. 


Lord MiN1K1N. 
Pry thee, Mignon, don't plague me any more; doſt 
think that a nobleman's head has nothing to do but be 


tortur'd all day under thy infernal fingers | give me my 


cloaths. 
Micron. 


Ven yon loſs your monee, my Lor, you no goot hu- 


mour, the devil may dreſs your cheveu for me! ¶ Exit. 


Lord MiNIKiN. 

That fellow's an impudent raſcal, but he's a genius, 
ſo I muſt bear with him. Our beef and pudding enriches 
their blood ſo much, that the ſlaves in a month, for- 
get their miſery an ſoup-maigre—O, my head |—a 
chair, Jeſſamy !—I muſt abſolutely change my wine-mer- 
chant: I can't taſte his champaigne, without diſorder- 
ing myſelf for a week !—heigho ! (gb). 

; | Enter 
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Enter Miſs TIrrur. 


A Tirrur. 


What makes you ſigh, my Lord? 

Lord MIxIkIx. 
Becauſe you were ſo near me, child. 

Miſs Trrrur. 
Indeed! I ſhou'd rather have thought my Lady had 
been with you—by your looks, my Lord, I am afraid, 
Fortune jilted you laſt night, 

Lord Mintxin, 

No, faith; our champaigne was not good yefterday, : 
and I am vapour'd like our Engliſh November ; but one 
glance of my Tittup can diſpel vapours Iike—like— 

Miſs TIrrur. 

Like ſomething very fine to be ſure ; but pray keep 
your ſimile for the next time z—and hark'ee—a little 
prudence will not be amiſs; Mr, Jeſſamy will think you 
mad, and me worſe, ( half aſide. 

JESSAMY, 

O, pray don't mind me, Madam. 
Lord MINxIKIX. 


Gadſo, Jeſſamy, look out my Domino, and I'll ring 
the dell when I want you. 


IEss Aux. 
I ſhall, my Lord; —Miſs thinks that every body is 
blind in the houſe but herſelf. [afide, and exit. 
Miſs Trrrur. 


Upon my word, my Lord, you muſt be a little more 
prudent, or we ſhall become the town- talk. 
Lord 


AA uae hee er ee AAS OY Pa, 
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1 Lord Mi xIKE Tx. 
And foI will, my dear; and therefore to prevent ſur. 
PR PII lock the door. (Locks it) 
Miß, Triroe. 
What do you mean, my Lord? 
Lord MintKiN. 


Prudence, child, a 11 _ all my N under 
lock and key. 


| Miſs Linger. 
| You are not in poſſeſſion yet, my Lord: I can't ſtay 
two minutes: I only came to tell you that Lady Minikin 
ſaw us yeſterday i in the hackney-coach ; ſhe did not know 
me, I believe; ſhe pretends to be greatly uneaſy at your 
neglect of her ; ſhe certainly has ſows: wank in her 
head. 
Lord Mixikix. 
No intentions, I hope, of being fond of me? 
wy Miſs Trrrur. 
No, no, make yourſelf eaſy ; ſhe hates you moſt un- 
alterably. 
Lord- 1 
You have given me ſpirits again. 
Miſs TIrrur. 
Her pride is alarm'd that you — . any of the 
ſex to her. 
Lord iy 
Her pride then has been alarm'd ever ſince I had the 
honour of knowing her. 
Aſs Trrrur. 
But, dear my Lord, let us be merry and wiſe; ſhould 
ſhe ever be convinc'd that we have a tendre for each other, 
* certainty wou'd proclaim it, and then— | 


Lord 


ſur. 


nder 


ſtay 
ikin 
10W 
our 
her 
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1d 
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rd 
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Lord Mixik ix. 
We ſhou'd be envy'd, and {he wou'd be laught at, my 


ſweet coulin, | 
Miſs TitTvue. 


Nay, I wou'd have her mortify'd too—for tho? I love 
her Ladyſhip ſincerely, I cannot ſay, but I love a little 
miſchief as ſincerely: but then if my uncle Trotley ſhou'd 
know of our affairs, he is ſo old-faſhion'd, prudiſh, and 
out of the way, he wou'd either ſtrike me out of his will, 
or inſiſt upon my quitting the houſe, 

Lord M1NiK1N. 
My good couſin is a queer mortal, that's certain; I 


wiſh we could get him handſomely into the country 
again—he has a fine fortune to lcaye behind him 


Miſs Trrrur. 
But then he lives ſo regularly, and never makes uſe of 
a phyſician, that he may live theſe twenty years. 
Lord MixikIx. 
What can we do with the Barbarian ? 


Miſs Tirrur. 

I don't know what's the matter with me, but I am 
really in fear of him; I ſuppoſe, reading his formal 
books when I was in the country with him, and going 
ſo conſtantly to church, with my elbows ſtuck to my 
hips, and my toes turn'd in, has given me theſe foeliſh 
prejudices, 


Lord M1NIK1N. 
Then you muſt affront him, or you'll never get the 
better of him, 


Sir Jonx TrRoTLEY. ( Knocking at the door. 
Sir Jonn. 
My Lord, my Lord, are you buſy ? 


( My Lord locks the door ſoftly. 
Mig 


N 
= — 
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/ | 
Miſs Troy. 
Heav'ns ! *tis' that deteſtable brute, my uncle 
Lord MiNIKiN. 
That horrid dog, my couſin | 


Miſs TrrTuy, | 
What ſhall we do, my Lord? (Softly. 
Sir Jon. (Mt the dior. 
Nay, my Lord, my Lord, I heard you; pray let me 


ſpeak with you ? 
Lord Mtn1KIN. 


Ho, Sir John, is it you? I beg your pardon, I'll put up 
my papers and open the door. 

Miſs TitTuy. 

Stay, ſtay, my Lord, I wou'd not meet him now 
for the world; if he ſees me here alone with you, 
he'll rave like a madman ; put me up the chimney ; 
any whete, 

Lord MintKin, (Aloud. 

I'm coming, Sir John! here, here, get behind my great 
chair; he man- t ſee you, and you may hear all; I'll be 
ſhort and pleaſant with him. 


( Puts her behind the chair, and opens the door. 


Enter Sir JOHN. 


(During this Scene, my Lord turns the chair as 
Sir John moves to conceal Tittup.) 


Sir Jonx. | 
You'll excuſe me, my Lord, that I have broken in 
upon you? I heard you talking pretty loud; what have 
you no-body with you ? what were you about, coulin ? 


( Looking about. 


Lord Mrs, 
A pate affair, Sir John; I always lock myſelf up 
| to 


to ſtudy r 


the tone 


Ay, a) 
you'll 


[am r. 
cation to 
it for the 


May b 
t- ye 


Excuſ- 
won't yo 
(inner, al 


You n 
eat ;—[ } 
luce you 
thing an. 
manners 

teef and 


| wiſh 


hames. 


But to 
Þ you at 


Now | 


ne 


Ip 


p ſtudy my ſpeeches, and ſpeak em aloud for the ſake of 
the tone and action.— 
Sir Joux. : 
Ay, ay, 'tis the beſt way; I am ſorry I diſturb'd you; 
-you'll excuſe me, coulin ! 
Lord MixIkIx. 


ation to theſe things, ruins my health; but one muſt dg 
it for the ſake of the nation. | 
Sir Jonn. 
May be ſo, and I hope the nation will be the better 
hr't—you'll excuſe me 


Lord MixikIx. 

Excuſe you, Sir John, I love your frankneſs ; but why 
won't you be franker ſtill ? we have always ſomething for 
(inner, and you will never dine at home. 

Sir Jonn. 

You muſt know, my Lord, that I love to know what I 
at; I hate to travel, where I don't know my way; and 
ſince you have brought in foreign faſhions and figaries,every 
ting and every body are in maſquerade ; your men and 
manners too are as much fritter'd and fricaſi'd, as your 
kef and mutton ; I love a plain diſh, my Lord. 

Miſs Trrrur. (peeping. 

[wiſh I was out of the room, or he at the bottom of the 

hames, 


Sir Joux. 
But to the point l came, my Lord, to open my mind 
ou about my niece Tittup; ſhall I do it freely? 
Miſs TiTTUP, 


Now for it | 


= | 5 Lord 


——— — — — 
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[ am rather oblig'd to you, Sir John ;—intenſe appli- | 
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Don't 
Lord Mix IK IN. villin 

The freer the better; Tittup's a fine girl, —_ 2nd 
deſerves all the kindneſs you can ſhew her. Zo 
(Lord Minikin and Tittup make i gs at each other, comes 
Sir JohN. and m 


She muſt deſerve it tho, before ſhe ſhall have it; and 1 WM excuſe 
wou'd have her begin with lengthening her petticoats, WM pruden 
covcring her ſhoulders, and wearing a cap upon her head, 


Miſs Trrrur. | So i 
O, frightful ! (aſide. hole, b 
Lord MINIKIN. 
Dow t you think a taper leg, and falling ſhoulders, and I wi 
fine hair, delightful objects, Sir John ? ſuch tl 
Sir Jonx. neckclo 
And therefore ought to be conceal'd; *tis their intereſt 
to conceal em; when you take from the men, the plea- Pry't 
ſure of imagination, there will be a ſcarcity of huſbands; WW %3) p 
—and then taper legs, falling ſhoulders and fine hair, patidle 1 
may be had for nothing. | : man of 
Lord Minx1Kin. of quali 
Well faid, Sir John; ha, ha !—your niece ſhal I dt we 
wear a horſeman's-coat, and jack-boots to pleaſe you. morals, 
Sir Johx. | 
You may ſneer, my Lord, but for all that, I think my * 1 
niece in a bad way; ſhe muſt leave me and the country, : 0 th 
foricoth, to travel and ſee good company and faſhions; =, 
I have ſeen em too, and wiſh from my heart, that ſhe . by 
not much the worſe for her journey: you'll excuſe me 
Lord MNIk IN. Wil y 
But why in a paſſion, Sir John ?— knice, 


( Lord nods and laughs at Miſs Tittup, uli 
peeps from behind) 
Don 


in, and 


ther, 


and! 
coats, 
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Don't you think that my lady and I ſhall be able and 
willing to put her into the right road? | 


Sir Jonn. 

Zounds! my Lord, you are out of it yourſelf; this 
comes of your travelling; all the town knows how you 
aid my lady live together; and I muſt tell you—you'll 
excuſe me !—that my neice ſuffers by the bargain; 
prudence, my Lord, is a very fine thing. 

Lord MINIKIN. 

So is a long neckcloth nicely twiſted into a button- 

hole, but I don't chuſe to wear one ;—you'll excuſe me 
Sir Joux. | 

1 wiſh that he who firſt chang'd long neckcloths, for 

ſuch things as you wear, had the wearing of a twiſted 

neckcloth that I wou'd give him, 


Lord Minikin. 


Pry” thee, Baronet, don” t be ſo horridly out of the 
way; prudence is a very vulgar virtue, and ſo incom- 
patidle with our preſent eaſe and refinement, that a prudent 
man of faſhion is now as great a miracle as a pale woman 
of quality; we got rid of our mauvais honte, at the time 
tat we imported our „ s rouge, and their 
morals, 

Sir Jon. 

Did you ever hear the like! I am not ſurpriz'd, my 
Lord, that you think ſo lightly, and talk fo vainly, who 
xe ſo polite a huſband ; your lady, my couſin, is a fine 


yoman, and brought you a fine fortune, and deſerves 
ketter uſage, 


Lord MiniKin. 


Will you have her, Sir John? She is very much at your 
krrice, 


WS . Lir 


ä——U— p : — — — — — 
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$ir Jonn.' ':- * 
Profligate What did you marry her for, my Lord 


: Lord Minixin. 
Convenience Marriage is not now-a-days, an affat 
of inclination, but convenience; and they who marry 
for love, and ſuch old-faſhion'd ſtuff, are to me as rid. 
culous as thoſe that advertiſe for an __ companion 
in a poſt-chaiſe, 
Sir Joh. 

I have done, my Lord; Miſs Tittup ſhall either return 

with me into the country, or not a penny ſhall ſhe har 


from Sir John Trotley, Baronet. 
x = (Whri/tles and walks albu. 


Miſs Trirrur. 
I am frighten'd out of my wits ! 
(Lord Minitin ſings and / ts down.) 


Sir JohN. 

Pray, my Lord, what huſband is this you have got 
for her ? 

| Lord Mix Ik IN. 

A friend of mine; a man of wit, and a fine gentleman, 


r Jonx. 
May be ſo, and yet 4 a damn'd huſband for al that. 
Jou'll excuſe mel What eſtate has he, pray? 


Lord MIxIKIx. 
He's a Colonel; his elder brother, Sir Tan Tivr 
will certainly break his neck, and then my friend will de 
a happy man. - 
Sir Jonn. 
Here's morals l- happy man when his brother ha 


broke his neck l- -a happy man- Mercy on me 
* p Li 


Lord! 


n affair 
| marry 


as ridi- 
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| Lord MiniKin. 
Why he'll have fix thouſand a year, Sir John— 
Sir John, 
I don't care what he'll have, nor I don't care what he 


is, nor who my niece marries; ſhe is a fine lady and let 
her have a fine gentleman; I ſhan't hinder her; Pl 


away into the country to-morrow, and leave you to your 
fine doings; I have no reliſh for em, not I; I can't live 
among you, nor eat with you, nor game with you; I 
hate cards and dice, I will neither rob nor be robb'd; 


I am contented with what I have, and am very happy, my 
Lord, though my brother has not broke his neck; you'll 


excuſe me | [ Ext. 


Lord MixIkIx. 
Ha, ha, ha! Come, fox, come out of your hole! 


Ha, ha, ha! 


Miſs Trrrur. 
Indeed, my Lord, you have undone me; not a foot 


ſhall I have of Trotley Manor, that's poſitive but no 
matter, there's no danger of his breaking his neck, ſo 
PI een make myſelf happy with what I have, and behave 
to him, for the future, as if he was a poor relation. 


Lord MiniKin, 
(kneeling, ſnatching her hand, and kiſſing i.) 


I muſt kneel and adore you for your ſpirit ; my ſweet, 
heavenly Lucretia ! 


Ke. enter Sir Jon. 
3 Jokx. | 
One thing I had forgot. (tar ts. 
Miſs Tirrur. 
+ Ha! b' here again 
8 Sir 
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Sir Jonn. ' 
Why, what the devil ;—heigho | my niece Lucretia, 


and my virtuous Lord, ſtudying ſpeeches for the good of 


the nation, —Yes, yes, you have been making fine ſpeeches, 
indeed, my Lord; and your arguments have prevail'd, I 
fee. I beg your pardon, I did not mean to interrupt your 
ſtudies—you'll excuſe me, my Lord! 


Lord MiniKin. ( failing, and mocking bim.) 
You'll excuſe me, Sir John! 


Sir Johx. 
O yes, my Lord, but I'm afraid the devil won't excuſe 


you at the proper time Miſs Lucretia, how do you, 


child ! You are to be married ſoon—l wiſh the gentleman 
joy, Miſs Lucretia; he is a happy man to be ſure, and 
will want nothing but the breaking of his brother's neck 
to be completely ſo. | 
Miß, Trrrur. 
Upon my word, Uncle, you are always putting bad 
conſtructions upon things; my Lord has been ſolliciting 


me to marry his friend and having that moment extorted 
a conſent from me— he was thanking and wiſhing me 


joy in his fooliſh manner. (b:ſttating ) 


Sir Jonn. 
Is that all ! but how came you here, child ?—did you 
fly down the chimney, or in at the window ? for I don't 
remember ſeeing you when I was here before. 


Miß Trrrur. 

How can you talk ſo, Sir John ?—Y ou really confound 
me with your ſuſpicions;—and then you aſk ſo many queſ- 
tions, and I have ſo many things to do, that—that— 
upon my word, if 1 don't make haſte, I ſhan't get my 
dreſs ready for the ball, fo I muſt run—You'll excuſe me, 
Uncle! | (Exit running.) 

Sir 
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Sir Jonn, 
A fine hopeful young Lady that, my Lord, 
Lord MIxIKIN. 
She's well-bred and has wit, 
Sir Jonn, 

She has wit and breeding enough to laugh at her rela- 
tions, and beſtow favours on your Lordſhip ; but I muſt 
tell you plainly, my Lord—you'll excuſe me—that your 
marrying your Lady, my couſin, to uſe her ill, and ſend- 
ing for my niece, your couſin, to debauch her— 

| Lord MINIKIN, 

You're warm, Sir Jokn, and don't know the world, 
and I never contend with ignorance and paſſion ; live with 
me ſome time, and you'li be ſatisfied of my honour and 
good intentions to you and your family; in the mean 
time command my houſe ;—I muſt attend immediately 
Lady Filligtree's maſquerade, and I am ſorry you wont 
make one with us here, Jeſſamy, give me my do- 
mino, and call a chair; and don't let my uncle want for 
any thing; you'll excuſe me, Sir John, tol, lol, derol, &c. 

Exit ſinging. 
Sir Jonn. (5 

The world's at an end ! here's fine work; here are 
precious doings ! this Lord is a pillar of the ſtate too; no 
wonder that the building is in danger with ſuch rotten 
ſupporters ;—heigh ho !—and then my poor Lady Mini- 
kin, what a friendand huſband ſhe is bleſs'd with let me 
conſider !—ſhou'd I tell the good woman of theſe pranks, 
I may only make more miſchief, and may hap, go near 
to kill her, for ſhe's as tender as ſhe's virtuous ;—poor 
Lady! I'll e'en go and comfort her directly, endeavour 
to draw her from the wickedneſs of this town into the 
country, where ſhe ſhall have reading, fowling, and fühing, 
to keep up her ſpirits, and when I die, I will leave her that 


part 


the town has capitulated, 
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part of my fortune, with which I intended to reward the 
virtues of Miſs Lucretia Tittup, with a plague to her ! 
| [Extt. 


Lady Mixtxin's Apartments. 
Lady Mivikix and Colonel Tivy Owe; | 


Lady MiIxIEIN. 

Don't urge it, Colonel; I can't think of coming home 
from the maſquerade this evening, tho? I ſhou'd paſs for 
my niece, it wou'd make an uproar among the ſervants ; May 1 
and pethaps from the miſtake break off your match with 
Tittup. 


Colonel Tivy. 

My dear Lady Minikin, you know my marriage with 
your niece is only a ſecondary conſideration ; my firſt and 
principal object is you—you, Madam |—-therefore, my dear 
Lady, give me your promiſe to leave the ball with me; 
you muſt, Lady Minikin ; a bold young fellow and a fol- 
dier as I am, ought not to be kept from * when 


| Lady MINIKIN. | 

But it has not capitulated, and perhaps never will; ;. 
however, Colonel, ſince you are ſo furious, I muſt come uch ry 
to terms, I think—Keep your eyes upon me at the ball, 
I think I may expect that, and when I drop my handker- 
chief, 'tis your ſignal for purſuing; I ſhall get home as 
faſt as I can, you may follow me as faſt as you can; my 
Lord and Tittup will be'otherwiſe employ'd ; Gymp will 
let us in the back way—no, no, my heart miſgives me! 

Colonel Tivy. 
Then I am miſerable !. 


16h 
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Nay, rather than you fhould be miſerable, Colonel, I 

il indulge your martial ſpirit ; meet me in the field; 

there's my gauntlet. (throws down her glove. ) 

Colonel Tivy. (Seizing it.) 


Thus I accept your ſweet challenge ; and if I fail you, | 
xy | hereafter, both in love and war, be branded with the 
ume of coward, ( Kneels and kiſſes ber band.) 


(Enter Sir Jonn, opening the door. 


Sir Jon. 
May I preſume; couſin, 
Lach Mintkin, 
Ha! (fqualls.) _ | 
| Sir Joux. 


Mercy upon us, what are we at now ? (looks aſtoniſhed.) 
Lady Mani xin. 
How cart you be ſo rude, Sir John, to come into a 
ys room, without firſt knocking at the door? you 
e frighten'd me out of my wits ! 
Sir Joux. 


[ am ſure you have frighten'd me out of mine! 


Colonel Trvy. 
ch rudeneſs deſerves death ! 
Sir Jonn. 
Death indeed! for I ſhall never recover myſelf again! 


pigs of the ſame ſtye ] all ſtudying for the good of 
tation! | 


Lady Min. 


ve muſt ſoothe him, and not provoke him. 
[ Half aſide to the Colonel. 
4 Colm! 
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Colonel Tivv. 
I wou'd cut his throat if you'd permit me, regal 
(fide to Lady Minitin,) WW" 


Sir Jonn. 
The Devil has got his hoof into the houſe, and has 1 
corrupted the whole family; III get out of it as faſt iſ; be 
I can, leaft he ſhou'd lay hold of me too. (Going) nd 
Lady MINIEIx. | ale 
| Sir John, I muſt inſiſt upon your not going away in 2 conſid 
- miſtake. | 2 fold 
Str Tour, 
No miſtake, my Lady, Iam 4 convinced Ver 
— on me! bly, 
Lady MinIKin, Pk 
I muſt beg you, Sir John, not to make any wrong neue 
conſtructions upon this accident; you muſt know, tha 19.4 : 
the moment you was at the . had promis'd the Ce . 
lonel no longer to be his enemy in his deſigns upon Mil * 
* 


Tittup-this threw him into ſuch a rapture that upon m 
promiſing my intereſt with you—and wiſhing him joy 
he fell upon his knees, and and (laughing) ha, ha, 


Colonel Tivy, 
Ha, ha, ha! yes, yes, I fell upon my knees, and—and 
Sir Jonx. 

Ay, ay, fell upon your knees and—and—Ha! ha! 

very good joke faith; and the beſt of it-is, that they 

wiſhing joy all over the houſe upon the ſame occaſo 

and my Lord is wiſhing joy, and I wiſh him joy andy 

with all my heart. 

| Lady Min1k&iN. 

Upon my word, Sir John, your cruel ſuſpicions af 


me ſtrongly; and tho? my reſentment is curb'd by | 
reg 
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read, my tears cannot be reſtrain'd; *tis the only 
eurce my innocence has left, [Exit crying] 


Colonel Tivy. 
| reverence you, Sir, as a relation to that Lady, but 
x her flanderer I deteſt you : her tears muſt be dried, 
nd my honour ſatisfied; you know what I mean; 
ale your choice z time, place, ſword or piſtol ; 


confider it calmly, and determine as you pleaſe; I am 
; ſoldier, Sir John. [ Exits 


| Sir Jokx. 

Very fine, truly! and ſo between the crocodile and the 
huliy, my throat is to be cut; they are guilty of all ſort 
of iniquity, and when they are diſcover'd, no humility 
and repentance ;—the Ladies have reſource to their 
tongues or their tears, and the gallants to their ſwords. 
That I may not be drawn in by the one, or drawn upon 
by the other, PII hurry into the country while I retain my 
knſes, and can fleep in a whole ſkin, [ Exit« 


The Exp of the FirxsT Aer. 
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ACT u. SCENE I. 


Enter bir Joum and Ixssauv. 


Sir Jonn. 


T HERE is no bearing this | what a land are we in 
upon my word, Mr, Jeſſamy, you ſhould look well to th 
houſe, there are certainly rogues about it: for I did bu 
croſs the way juſt now to the Pamphlet-ſhop, to buy 
touch of the times, and they have taken my hanger 
from my fide; ay, and had a pluck at my watch toc 
but I heard of their tricks, and had it ſew'd to my 
pocket. 

Jess Aux. | 

Don't he alarm'd, Sir John; *tis a very common 
thing, and if you will walk the ftreets without convoy 
you will be piek d up by * of all n 
ha, ha 

Sir JohN. 

Not be alarm'd when I am robb'd I- why, they might 
have cut my throat with my own hanger ; I ſhan't 
fleep a wink all night; ſo pray lend me ſome weapon 
of defence, for l am ſure if they attack me in the open 
ſtreet, they'll be with me at night again, 

JEss Auv. 


III lend you my own ſword, Sir John ; but be aſſur's 
there's no danger ; there's robbing and murder cry d 
every night under my window; but it no more dil- 
1 me, than the ticking of my_ watch at my bed's- 

cad : 
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Sir aun. 


Well, well, be that as it will, 1 muſt be upon my 
guard; what a dreadful place this is ! but' tis all owing 
to the corruption of the times ; the great folks game, 
and the poor folks rob; no wonder that murder enſues ; 
ſad, fad, ſad !— well, let me but get over this night, 


and I'll leave this den of thieves to-morrow ; how 


long will your Lord and Lady ſtay at this maſking and 
mummery before they come home ? 
Iess Aux. 
. *Tis impoſſible ts ſay the time, Sir; that merely depends 
upon the ſpirits of the company and the nature of the 
entertainment: for my own part, I generally make it 
myſelf till four or fiye in the morning. 
Sir Jon, . 
Why, what the devil do you make one at theſe maſ- 
queradings ? 
IEss Au. 
I ſeldom miſs, Sir; I may venture to ſay that nobody 
knows the trim and ſmall talk of the place better than 
I do; I was always reckon'd an incomparable maſk, 


Sir Jonn. 
Thou art an ——— coxcomb, I am ſure. p, 


 JessAmy. 

An odd, ridiculous accident happen'd to me at a maſ- 
querade three years ago; I was in tip-top ſpirits, and 
had drank a little too freely of the Champaigne, I be- 
lieve, | ET 

| Sir JoHN, 

You'll be hang'd, I believe, Lia.) 

| Ixss aux. 
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- JESSAMY. 

Wit flew about, -in ſhort." I was in ſpirits x at laſt, 
from drinking and rattling, to vary the pleaſure, we 
went to dancing: and who do you think I danc'd a 
minuet with ? he ! he! pray gueſs, Sir John? 

| 0 Jonn. 
| Pane'd 2 minuet with. [half ofide.] 
| JæssAMv. 

My own Lady, that's all; the eyes of the whole af. 
ſembly were upon us; my Lady dances well, and I be- 
lieve, I am petty tolerable : after the dance, I was running 


into a little coquetry, and ſmall talk with her. 


_ Sir Jonw. | 
With your Lady ? —Chaos is come again! * I 
IxssaMx. 

Wich my Lady but upon my turning my hand 
thus (Conceitedly) egad, ſhe caught me; whiſper'd me 
who I was; I wou'd fain have laugh'd ber out of it, 
but it wou'd not do z—no, no Jeſſamy, ſays ſhe, I am 


not to be deceiv'd : pray wear gloves for the future; for 


you may as well go bare-fac'd, as ſhew that hand and 


| diamond ring. 


Sir Jon. 
What a ſink of iniquity — Proſtitution on all ſides ! 


from the Lord to the pick-pocket : (afide.) Pray, Mr. 
Jeſſamy, among your other virtues, I ſuppoſe you game 


a little, ch, Mr. Jeſlamy ? 
IEss Aux. 
A little whilt « or ſo ;—but I am ty'd up from the dice; 


I muſt never touch a box again. 
; Sir Jokx. 
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Sir Jonx. 

T1 wiſh you was ty'd up ſomewhere elſe; I ſweat from 
top to toe !!(afide) Pray lend me your ſword, Mr. Jeſſamy ; 
I ſhall go to my room; and let my Lord and Lady, and 
my neice Tittup any that I beg they will excuſe ce- 


remonies, that I muſt be up and gone before they go 
to bed ; and that I have a moſt profound reſpect and 
love for them, and—that I hope we ſhall never ſee one 
another again as long as we live. f 


Iss Au v. 


1 fhall certainly 4 your commands; wid poor 


ignorant wretches, theſe country gentlemen are? 
\ . {Aſide and Exit.] 
5 Sir Joux. 

If I ſtay in this place another day, it wou'd throw 
me into a fever! Oh I wiſh it was morning—this comes 
* viſiting my relations 

Enter Davy, drunk. 

So, you wicked wretch you—where have you been, and 
what have you been doing ? 

Davy, 

M. your honour—Londen for ever ! 

Sir Jon. 

Did not J order you to come directly from the play, 

and not be idling and raking about ? — 
r 
Serrants don't do what they are bid in London. 


————— 
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Sir Jour. 

And did not t de you not to make — 

nme hair up like a monkey — 
F | Davr. 

And — did it = no pleaſing the Ladies with- 
out this my Lord's ſervants call you an old out-of-fa- 
ſhion'd Codger, and have taught me what's what. 

Sir Jon. | 
Here's an imp of the devil !—he is undone, and will 
poiſon the whole e e get every thing ready, 
oy be ma „e 


Davy. 
To bed, Sir — I want to go to bed myſelf, Sir. 

| Sir Joux. Fa 1 
Why how now—-you are drunk too, virrah. 22 
Dary. | | provid 

I am a little, your honour, becauſe I have been drinks 
* ü 1 
Sir Jonx. ne 
That is not all-you have been in bad com pany, eryl- 
Sirrah | ** 
| Davy, of to 

: Indeed; your honour's e 
n 95 8 Ton 
The fellow does not andertend me here have you 3 
been, you drunkard? wes 
| | x Davy. | tdey 4! 
Drinking, to be ſure, if I am a drunkard; and if you als, 
f 5 1 | had rench 


— ͤ2—— 
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had been drinking too, as I have been, you wou'd not be 
in ſuch a paſſion with a-body—it wakes one ſo good-nas 


. 


tur d 


Sir Jonn. 

This iS another addition to my misfortunes | 1 1 ſhall 
have this fellow carry into the country as many vices as 
will corrupt the whole pariſh; 

| Davy. 4 

Ill take what I can, to be ſure, your Worſhip, 

Sir JOHN. 

Get away, you beaſt you, and ſleep off the. debauchery 
you have contracted this fortnight, or I ſhall leave you 
behind, as a proper perſon to make one of his Lordſhip's 
family 

Davy, 
So much ho better—give me more wages, leſs work, 


nd the key of the ale-cellar, and I am your ſervant, if not 


provide yourſelf with another. (/truts about.) 
Sir Town. 

Here's a reprobate !—this is the completion of my miſ- 
ery !—but harkee Villain—go to'bed—and ſleep off your 
niquity, and then pack up the things, or I'll pack you 
of to Newgate, and tranſport you for life, [ Exit. 

Davy. | 

That for you old Codger (ſnaps bis fingers)—I know the 
law better than to be frighten'd with moon-ſhine ! I wiſh that 
lwas to live here all my days this is life indeed] a Servant 
lires up to his eyes in clover ; they have wages, and board 
Tzges, and nothing to do, but to grow fat and ſaucy 


dey are as happy as their maſter, they play for ever at 


ards, ſwear like Emperors, drink like fiſhes, atid go a 
renching with as much eaſe, and tranquility, as if they were 
ping to a ſermon ! Oh! 'tis a fine life! [Exit reeling] 

| F | SCENE 
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SCENE. 4 Chanber in Lord Mam: 


KIN'S Houſe. : 3 
Zuen Lord Mixixix, and Miſs Trrrur, in geo 
Maſquerade drefes, lighted by ry 
Lord Minrx1n. ] 
Set down the candles, Jeflamy, and ſhou'd your asf 
Lady come home let me . be ſure . 


of the way. cre | ] 


I have liv'd too long with your Lordſhip, to need the 
. caution— who the Devil have we got now ? but that's 


at | 


my Lord's buſineſs, and not mine. [Exit,] 1 
| Miſs Trrror, (pulling off her maſk.) 
Upon my word, my Lord, this coming home ſo ſoon ; 


from the maſquerade is very imprudent, and will cer- 
tainly be obſery'd—T am moſt i&onceiveably frighten d -T 
I can aſſure you—my Uncle Trotley has a light in 
his room; the accident this morning will certainly keep 
bim upon the watch pray, my Lord, let us, defer our 
meetings till he goes into the country I find that my 
Engliſh heart, tho? it has ventur'd ſo far, grows fearful 
and aukward to practiſe the freedoms of warmer cli- 
mates—( my Lord takes her by the hand) If you will not de- 
fiſt, my Lord—we are ſeparated for eyer—the fight of the 
precipice turns my head, I have been giddy with it toc 
long, and muſt turn from it while I can pray be quiet 
my Lord, I will meet you to-morrow. 


Lord Mixx Ix. 
To- morrow ! *tis an age in my ſituation let 
weak, baſhful, coyiſh whiner be intimidated. with thel 
faint alarms, but let the bold experienced lover kind 


4 


4 your 
not out 


weed the 
t that's 
Enit. 


ſo ſoon 
ill cer- 
ghten d 
ight in 
ly keep 
fer our 
hat my 
fearful 
ier cli- 
not de- 
t of the 

it toc 
> quiet 


» 


High Life above Stairs. - 25 
at the danger, and like the Eagle in the mid'ſ of ſtorms | 


thus pounce upon his prey, (takes hold of her) 
- Miſs TioTor, 

Dear, Mr. Eagle, be merciful, pray let the poor Pid- 
geon wh for this once. 
1 Lord Mix IK IN. 

171 do my Dove, may I be curs'd to W 
as fond of me, as I am now of thee. (offers to hiſs her.) 
Ixæss aur, (without knocking at the door. 

My Lord, my Lord! — 

1 : Miſs TitToe, {Screames.) 

a! 0 | 
| Tord MixIEIN. 
Who's there? 
Jess auv, (petping ). 

*Tis I, my Lord, may I come in ? 

Lord Mintxin. 
23 What's the matter? 

8 Jsss Aux. 

Nay, not much my Lord--only my Lady's come 


home, 


. Tirrur. 


Then I'm Sides Chall 1 do ?—Pl fun into 


my own room. 
Lord Mixixix. 
Then ſhe may meet you going to her's. 
JESSAMY. - 
There s dark, deep cloſet, my Lord — Miſs may 
hide herſelf there, 


Miſi Tirrur. 
For heaven's ſake put me into it, and when her La- 


h 
A Lold 


dyſhip” Nn let me know my Lord What an efcape 
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Lord Mins. 
The moment her evil ſpirit is laid, I'll let my angel 
out (puts her into the thfet.) lock the door on the infide— 
Come ſolely to my room, Jefſamy— - 
Jean. 


If a board creaks, your Lordſhip ſhall never give me 
a lac'd waiſtcoat again, | Exeunt.) 


Enter Grur lighting in Lady Mixix Ir, and Colonel 
Trve, in Maſquerade dreſſes. 
Grur. | 
Pray, my Lady, go no farther with the Colonel, I know 


you mean nothing but i innocence, but I'm ſure there will 


be blood ſhed, for my Lord is certainly in the houſe— 
TI take my Affadavy that I heard— 


ca. Tiyv. 
It can't be J tell you; we left him this moment at the 
_———— if poke to him before I came out. 


Lady Minixin. 


He's too buſy and too well employ'd to think of 
home — but don't tremble ſo, Gymp. There is no harm 
T aſſure you the Colonel is to marry my Niece, and it 
is proper to ſettle ſome matters relating to it—they are 


left to us. 
Se. 


Ves, yes, madam, to be ſure it is proper that you 


talk together, —I know you mean nothing but inno- 
cence— but indeed there will be blood-ſhed. 


Col. Tivv. 
The Girl's a fool, I have no ſword by: my fide, 


Grur 


High Life above Stairs. 37 
Grur. | 
But my Lord has, and you may kill one another with 
that—I know you mean nothing but . innocence, but I 
certainly heard him go. up the r into his room 
talking with Jeſſamy. 
Lach Mika. | 
Tis impoflible but the girl muſt have fancy'd this 
Can't you aſk Whiſp, or Mignon, if their maſter is 
come in ? h 
£0 Gus. 
Lord, my Lady, they are always drunk before * 
and aſleep in the kitchen. | 
io | Lady Minixin. 


Kill This frighten'd fool has made me as ridiculous as 
— berſelf; hark !---Colonel, I'll ſwear there is ſomething 

upon the ſtairs ; now I am in nin 2 
Re 


Gxur. 
There will 3 be blood-ſhed. 
Col. TIvr. 
In flip down with Gymp this back 1 then. 
* of | (einc) 
8 Gr. 
4 it O dear my Lady, there is A coming up 
k em too, 
Ae Col. Tvy. 
Zounds ! I've got | between two fires ! 
| Lady MIxIKIx. 
Jar | Run into the cloſet. 
nno- 


Col. Tivv. (runs to the  chſet) 
There's no retreat the door is lock'd 137 


Lach Mixikix. 
* behind the chimney- board, Gymp. 
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| Cel. Tuvy.. 
1 ſhall. certainly de taken priſoner (goes behind the no M 
you ler we how When the enemy's decamp'd. 
12 | Lady MiniKiNn. 


Leave that to me—do vou, Gymp, go down the 
back-ſtairs, and leave me to face my Lord, I think I can 
| match. him at hypocriſy, © Ve daun.) 


Enter Lord ren. 


. Lord MixikIx. by 


| What is your e * ſoon return d from Lady 
* s? 


+ 53 wn #occ 


| Lach — 

1 am ſure, my Lord I - ought to be more ſurpriz'd 
at your being here fo ſoon when I ſaw you fo well enter- ily 
tain'd in a tete-a-tete with a Lady in crimſon«--fuch ni 
fights my Lord, will ay drive me from my moſt fa- an 
vourite amuſements.. 


Lora Aftraritr, 

You find at lesſt, that the Lady, whoever the was, 
eou'd not engage me to = when I found your kt 
ſhip had left the ball. 1 

; Lady MixIK IN. a 
Vour Lordſhip's ſneering upon my unhappy temper, 
may be a proof of your wit, but is none of your hu- 
manity, and this behaviour is as great an inſult upon 
me, as even "oy. falfehood itſelf. - ( pretends to weep) 


Tord MivikIx. 

Nay, my dear Lady Minikin; if you arr reſol d to - 
play tragedy, I ſhall. zoar Agr _ a pull out mi * | 
1 handkerchief. 4 


Lach 
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| Lady Mixixix. 8 
1 think, my Lord, we had better retire to our 
apartments ; my weaknefs, and* your brutality will only 
expoſe us to our ſervants—where'i is Tittup pray —_ 
Lord Mixikix. N 
I left her with the Colonel a maſquerade to young 
folks, upon the point of matrimony, is as delighful as 
it is diſguſting to thoſe who are happily married, and 
are wiſe enough to love home, and the . of 
their wives. (takes hold of her ham. 
Lady Min1k1N, 
F alle man!—1 had as lieve a toad touch · d me. (. 
7 Lird Mixixix. ; | 
| She gives me the friſonne I muſt propoſe to ſtay, or T 
ſhall never get rid of her (afide.)—T am quite aguiſh to- 
night, ehe do my dear, let us make a little fire here, 
and have a family tete-a-tete, by way of novelty. 
| | _ (rags 4 bell. 
Enter IJEss aux. 
Let em take away that Ge b aud "Oy a fire 
here immediately. - 
Lady Minis. : 
What ſhall I do? (aſide.) Here, Jelbay, there is no 
occaſion— I am going to my own chamber, and my Lord 
won't ſtay here by himſelf. (Exit Jeſamy. 
Lord Minors © 
Haw cruel it is, Lady Minikin, to deprive me of the 
pleaſure of a domeſtic duetto a good eſcape, faith! (a/d. 
Lady Manazan. 
Thave too much regard for Lord: Minidein, to agree to 
any thing that c 
E e | 
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. Tord Minikin, | 
Well, if your Ladyſhip will be cruel, I muſt ſtill, like 
the miſer, ſtarve and ſigh, tho polſeſſed of the greateſi 


| treaſure, —(bows) I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good night— 


(He takes one candle, and Lady Minikin the other.) 
may I PTR”. | falutes ber.) | 
| Lach Minikin, 
' Your Lordſhip i is too obliging—naſty man! (aſide. 
| Lord MINI IV. 8 
| Dilugreeable woman!  (afide.) | 
(They wipe their lips, and exeunt — 
. Miſs TitTTup. (peeping out of the cloſet.) 
Alb's filent now, and quite dark; what has been doing 
here I cannot gueſs—T long to be reliev'd, I with my 
Lord was come—but I hear a noiſe !  (/he puts the door. 


camei Tivy. (peeping over the chimney- board.) 


"In wonder my Lady does not come I would not have 
Miſs Tittup know of this—'twou'd be ten thouſand pounds 


. out of my way, and I can't afford to give ſo much fora 
little gallantry. 


_ Miſe Trrrur. a forward.) 
What would my Colonel ſay to nd his bride, that is to 
oor! in this critical ſituation. 


Enter Lord Mixix ix, at one habe in the dark 
Lord MEM. 


Now to relieve my priſoner.” 0 come: — 


Enter Lady Manikin, af le other door. 
Lady) Main. 


My poor Colonel will be as miſerable 35 if he were 


beſieg d in garriſon, I muſt releaſe him. 


e tein. | 


Lord 11 


n Miſe 
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M Trrrur, Lady Mixx, and Colonel Tay; 


Here ! here !— | 
Lord MIxIkIN. 
This way. 


Lady Mix. 
Softly, 


0 They all ew about till Lord Mi thin ber got Lady 
Minikin, and the Colonel Miſe Tittup.) 
Sir Joan, * (ſpeaks without.) 


Light this way, I fay; I am ſure there are thieves, 
get a blunderbuſs. 


* 


Ixss Au. 
Indeed ou dreamt it, there is nobody but the family. 
(all hand, and flare. 


Enter Sir Joan, in bis cap, and hanger drawn, 
with JESSAMY. | 


Sir Jonn. 
Give me the candle, I'll ferret em out I warrant, bring 


a blunderbuſs, I ſay ; they have been ſkipping about that 
gallery in the dark this half hour; there muſt be miſchief 
I have watch'd 'em into this room—ho, ho, are you 
there ?—if you ſtir, you are dead men—(they retire) — 
and ( ſeeing the ladies) women too !—egad—ha ! what's 


this? the ſame party again] and two couple they are of as 


choice mortals as ever were hatch'd in this righteous 
town - you'll excuſe me, couſins ! (they all laat confounded, 
Lord MixIkIx. 
In the name oſ wonder, how comes all this about? 
| Sir Jonn., | 

Well, but harFee, my dear couſins, have you not got 
wrong partners? here has been ſome miſtake in the dark; 
I am mighty glad that I have brought you a candle, to ſet 
all to rights again —you'll excuſe me, gentlemen and 
ladies ! 


G 8 | Eater 
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8 Enter * with a candle. 


| Gyme, 
What in the name of merey, 1 is the matter? 


Sir JohN. | 

Why the old matter, and the old game, Mrs. Ms 
and I'll match my couſins here at it, againſt all the world, 
and I ſay done firſt, 

Lord lug. 

What i is the meaning, Sir John, of all this 1 and 
conſternation? may not Lady Minikin and I, and the 
Colonel and your niece, be ſeen in my houſe together 
without your raiſing the family, and making this * 
and confuſion ? 

8 Sir Jonv. 

Come, come, good folks, I ſee you are all confounded, I'll 

ſettle this matter in a moment—as for you Colonel tho 


you have not deſery'd plain dealing from me, Iwill now be 


ſerious—you imagine this young lady has an independent 
fortune, beſides expectations from me—'tis a miſtake, ſhe 
has no expectations from me; if ſhe marry you, and 1 
don t conſent to her _— ſhe will have no fortune 
at all. 

Colonel Tivy. 

Plain dealing is a jewel, and to ſhew you, Sir John, 
that I can pay you in kind, I am moſt ſincerely oblig'd to 
you for your intelligence, and 1 am, ladies, your moſt 
obedient humble ſervant—1 ſhall ſee you, my Lord, 
at the club to-morrow ?— (Exit Col. Troy. 

Lord Min1KiN. 

Sans doute mon cher Colonel—T'll meet you there without 

| Sir „ 

My Lord, you'll have ſcmgthing elſe to do. 
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Lord MixikIx. 

Indeed ! what is that, good Sir John? 

Sir JOHN, 

You muſt meet your lawyers: and creditors to-mo 
and be told, what you .have always turn'd a deaf ear to, 
that the diffipation of your fortune arid morals, muſt be 
followed by years of parſimony and repentance—as you 
ve fond of going abroad you may indulge that inclination 
vithout having it in your power to indulge any other. 

Lord MixIKIx. | 
The bumkin is no fool, and is damn'd fatirical— (aſide, 
Sir Jokx. 

This kind of quarantine for peſtilential minds, will bring 
you to your ſenſes, and make you renounce foreign vices 
nd follies, and return with j joy to your country and pro- 
perty again—read that, my Lord, and know your fate. 

( giues a paper. 
Lord Mi x1KiN. 

What an abomination this is! that a man of faſhion, 
and a nobleman, ſhall be oblig'd to ſubmit to the lays 
of his country, 

| Sir Joux. 

Thank heaven, my Lord, we are in that country !— 
You are filent, ladies—if repentance has ſubdu'd your 
tongues, I ſhall have hopes of you—a little country air might 
perhaps do well—as you are diftrefs'd, I am at your 
twice — hat ſay you, my Lady: 


Lady Min. 

However appearances have condemn'd me, give me 
leave to diſavow the ſubſtance of thoſe appearances: My 
nind has been tainted, but not profligate—your kindneſs 
ad example may reſtore me to my former natural Engliſh 
conſtitution. 


Sir 


WoW % 
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Jenn 
Will you reſign your Lady to me, my Lord for ee 
£ Tue Minixin, | 
| | Forever dear Sir John, n 
1 dir Jon. 
HT wan Mis, and what ſay you? 
e Mi. Trrr. 
2 one, mY HRT (argon. 
Hir Jonx. 2 
ee the Jevil,you/ard? of what? 
Bs Miſs Trrr. 


Of conſenting to marry one, whom my heart could nc 
approve, and coquetting with another which friendſhiy 
duty, honour, morals, and every thing, but 2 ph 
. to — forbidden. 8 bas 

| Kir Jon. 

"This then, with the wife of one under this arm, an 

| themiftreſs of another, under this, 1 ſally forth a Ray | 
Errant, to reſcue diſtreſs d damſels from thoſe mon 

8 foreign vices, and Bon Ton, as they call it; and r : 
that every Engliſh hand and heart here, will aſſiſt me in 
deſperate an undertaking 7 well excuſe me, Sirs | 


